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Young: Silk Flowers
Yalobusha Review

Melissa Scholes Young

Silk Flowers
While you stood in your yellow organza dress on a flatbed truck hearing
your voice for the first time in a microphone on Mother’s Day, your mother
cringed. Her smile tightened. Her teeth clinched. She wore a blue
with a black plastic belt cinched tight around her slender waist. You had
watched her thumb through the pages of the JC Penny Big Book, licking her
finger so that the thin paper would stick as she lifted and folded back the tiny
catalog corners. She ordered the dress for “something fancy,” she said, and
when she came out wearing it on this day, your heart thumped hard in your
small chest. Your brothers didn’t want to go. They said it would be boring.
They said you were a showoff. They said you acted like you were better than
everyone else. And they were right.
You became a published author that day, winning the writing contest
sponsored by the Courier Post about why you had the best mom in the
world. Into an enormous metal microphone with your voice screaming, you
read, “I have the best mom in the world because I have best dad in the
world, and the best daddies pick the best moms. The end.” Your third
grade teacher, Mrs. Burrows, told everyone that she helped you edit your
entry, but she didn’t. Your father wiped at his eyes with the back of his
hands. “That’s my girl,” he said to the man standing next to him, the one
with the dog who barked while you read. “That’s my girl,” he said, reading
your winning entry in the newspaper the next morning at breakfast. “Eat
your eggs,” your mother replied.
After your reading, they gave your mother a ten-dollar gift certificate to
the Ponderosa, and you hoped she’d take you with her to celebrate. She
didn’ But someone had paid for your words and that left you with none to
speak. As they pinned the red silk corsage on your mother’s chest, she
whispered in your ear, “They aren’t even real.” You thought she meant you.
That your words weren’t even real. That you weren’t even real. It took you
years to realize that your mother preferred fresh flowers and daughters who
were silent.
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